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POETRY to the Indian has always 
been the oalt of life. The chants, soiige, 
plain storiQS telling of the history and 
traditions, were poetic workLs 
colored with the individuality and feeling for 
the language which is inhrsrent in the Indian, 

IT IS SAID that the culture of a people 
is best seen in their poetry and the extent 
of its developments If this indeed is true, 
then the Native iinierican youth embodies 
the greatest hope for all of us. In no 
■^s other race on this continent is there found 

so much sheer beauty of expression and 
poetry wnich is hontBt and unstilted, 
as there is' ajnong our own Indian youth. 
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BATTU WOW IS ,LOST 



They said, "You are no longer a lad," • 
I nodded. 

They said, "Inter the council lodge." 
I sats 

They said, "Our lands are at stake*" 

I scov/lgd. 
They said, "We are at war." 

I hated. 

They said, "Prepare red war symbols J' 

I painted. 
They said, "Count coups," 

I scalped. 
They said, "You'll see friends die," 

I cringed. 

They said, "Desparate warriors fight best," 

I chargsd. 
They said, ''Some will be wounded," 

1 bled. 

They said, "To die is glorious," 
They lied .. 

Phil George, Nea Perce 



The quiet, subtle laughter of women ; 

as they prepare the mal. 
The food, hot and steaming, nourishing, 

served ir. a pottery bowl| the same color as the peoplg. 
ihe glow of the awakening sun as it pours itself ^ 

^ into the darkness of mud-plastered walls begiming another day, 
This IS the world of the Pueblo* " 

And now this is the new d^; 

The laughter is still subtla, still quiet. 

The food is still hot, still humbly accepted and given thanks for. • 

Only the plaster has changed, 

but the sun is still round, like the pottery, 
like the kiva, and still the. color of the people. . 

o Larry Bird, Pueblo 
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I AM BOY'S S' 



iONG ON ENTERING WHITE HOUSE 



In the house of long life, there I wander. 

In the housi of happinesa, there I wander. 

Btauty bsfori me, with it I wander. 

Beauty bihind ma, with it I wander, 

Beauty below me, with it I wander. 

Beauty above with it I wander. 

Beauty all around rne, with it I wander, - 

In old age traveling, with it I wander. 

On the beautiful trail I am, with it I wander. 



SONG OF m EARTH SPIEIT, OfilGIN LEGl© 

It is lovely indeed, it is lovely indeed, 

I, I am the ipirit within the earth.,. 

The feet of the earth are my feet,„ 

The legs of the earth an my legs.., 

Je bodily strength of the earth is my bodily atrength.., 

thoughts of the tarth are my thoughts./ 
The voice of the earth is m voice.,/ 
The feather of the earth is my feather... 
All that belongs to the earth belongs to 
All that surrounds the earth surrounds me, 
li I ani the sacred words of the earth,,. 
It is lovely indeed, it is lovely indiid. 
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NAVAJO CORN SONG 



io plant corn, 

■The corn grows up. 

The waters of the dark clouds drop, drop. 
The rain descends. 

waters from the corn leaves drop, drop. 
The rain deeoenda. " 
Th0 WHtera from the plants drop, drop. 

he corn grows up. 
I'ha waters of the dark mists drop, drop. 

Zmi CORN SONG 

o? her IToT^::^^ Sr-" °^ -^^^^t songs 

0, raylovely mountain, 

To' yallannei 
0, ray lovely mountain, 

To' yallanno! 

To' yallannel 



Lovely! Sea the cloud, the cloud appear? 
Lovelyl Seo the rain, the rain draw near! 

Who apoke? 
"Twas the ilttle corn-sar 
Hi^ on the tip of the stalk 
Singing while it looked at me 

Talking aloft there— 
"Ah, perchance the floods 

Hither moving— 
Ah, niay the floods come this way!" 



Yonder, yonder see the fair rainbow, 
Now t^^ brightly decked and painted I 

Now the awallow brlngsth glad news to your corn 
S^^S^ns. "fritherward, hitherward, ' 
nitherv/ardj rain, 

"Hither come!" 
Singing, "Hitherward, hitherward, 
iiitherward, white cloud, ' 

"Hither come!" 
Now hear the corn-plants murmur, 

We are growing eveiYwherel 
Hi, yail The world, how fair!"- 
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DREAM Som 
(Chippewa) 

In the Sky 
I am walking, 
A Bird 
I accompany. 



LOVE SONG 
(Chippswa) 

Oh 

I aja fchinUing 
Oh 

I am tliinicing 

I ha^^e found my lover 

Oh 

I think it is so! 



hO\fB SONG 
C Chippewa) 

A loon I chought it was 
But dt vms 
My love's 
Splashing oar^ 



CANOE DUILDEn 

Cano o bullaer 

Appealing to Birch^tree 

Lay aside your cloak, 0 birch treal 

Lay aside your white^skin wrappar 



THE CANOE 

Like a yellow leaf in autumn 
Like a yellow water lily, 

Ti^O mzm SONGS OF SIYAKA 

U-^m: Bongs are the most piecioua spiritual possession of th^ inf^n^H^^.^i 
^TZ^ vi..on-soe.i..s youth, after lu.h .uff^rilg'a^d^^'i^IL'nSi , 



At liight may I roam 
Against the winds may I roam 
At night may I roam 
When the owl is hooting 
May I roam^ 



TWO DREAM SONGS 0F= SIYAKA Cont^d, 



At dav/n may I 'roani 

Against the winds may I roam 

At dav/n maj* ro^ 

When the crow is calling 

May I roam* 



V/hare the wind is blowing 
The wind is roaring 
I stands 

Westward the wind is blowing 
The v/ind is roaring— 
1 stands 



OPENXNQ PRAYER OF THE SUW DANCE 
CTeton. Sioux) ' 

Grandfather I 

A voice I am going to send^ 
Hear me I 

All over the universe 

A voice I am going to sand, 

Hear me i 

Qr^d father 1 

I v/111 live ! 

I have said it* 



LAST mm OF SITTING BULL 
(Teton Sioux) 

A warrior 
I have been^ 
Now 

It is all over, 
A hard time 
I have ^ 



FAMILY TREE 

OTie Young Indian 

He^s like a pine tree 
For he is tall and proud 
And he Is pretty good by hir'self 
He's kinder scared in a crowd. 




I 



FAMILY TREE Cont ' d « 

The Young 3irA 

Sh^ts lik.-^ a rnrlar 
i^iim, quick and gay 
I'take^ you think of cool hreezes 
' jCvt^n on v^^^i'y hot day. 

But the Old Man 

H^'^ like a hairs ^ ' arc 
mrd cnarlod and yci^llow-^brovm 
For h^'a lived a pretty long time 
Now likos to amoko and oit around. 

Well^ th© Old V/oman 

She's liko a cedar tree 

Sorta fat and still and low 

H©r armo are big and her lap is broad 

Ain«t it too bad it^s so? 



A PHAiEH or THE NIGHT CHANT 
(Navajo) 

TsQgihi. 

House made of dav/n^ 

House made of evening light'. 

House made of the dark cloud « 

House mads of male'rainp 

HouGe made of dark mist. 

House made of female rain^ 

Houae made of pollen^ 

House made of srasshoppersp 

Dark cloud is at the door. 

The trail out of it is dark cloud. 

The aigzag lightning stands hi#i upon It. 

Male deity! " 

Your orfering I make. 

I have_ prepared a smoke for youo 

Restoro my £m^t for me. 

Restore my legs for mo^ 

Eestors^ my body for me. 

Restore my mind for me. 

This very day takm out your spell for me/ 

Your spell remove for me^ 

Far off it has gon^-^. 

Happily I recover^ 

Happily my interior becomes cool. 

Happdly I go forth. 

My interlar feeling cool, ma;y I walk. 
No longer sore, may I walk. 
Impervious to pain, may I walk. 
With lively foeliAi may I walk. 



A PRAiEK cy Tfo: NT3HT CHANT Cont'd. 



As it used to be long ago^ may I walk^ 
Happily may I v/alj^. 

Happily, with abundant dark clouds, may I walk. 
Happily J with abundant showers, may I walk. 
Happily, with abundant plants, may I walk^ 
Happily, cn a trail of pollen, may I walk. 
Happily may I v/alk^ 

Being b.^ it used to be long ago, may I Vv/alk. 

May it be beautiful before m©p 

May it be beautirul behind 'me. 

May it be buautiful below me^ 

May it be beautiful above me^ 

May it be bDautiful all around meo 

In beauty it is finished. 



?APAGO SUN DANCE 



The Papaco coremonial ritc:^, chants and songs are prayers by which the earth 

XB kept productive and Int^cU The dancee are physical prayers to cure the" ill, 

snape the weather; or for a Buccsssful hunt. 



"In th^5 east is the 
dwelling of the sun. 
On top of this dwelling place ^ 
The nun cornea up and 
travels over our heads^ 
Below we travels 
1 raise my right hand 
to the sun 
And stroke my body 
J n wlie aerenionial 
^anner^*^ 




NAVAJO HORSE SONG 

hunter., livxng xn temporary hQ£-..:B, remaining forever nomadic. 

horBe has a hoof 
like striped agate ;^ 
His fetlock is like a fine , 
eagle plume; 

His legs are like quick 
lightning, , 

fty horse has a tail like 
a trailing black cloud.... 
I am wealthy 5 



NAVAJO HOSGE SONG Cont'd. 



because of 
Befire me peaceful ^ 
Bshind me peaceful. 
Under me pGaceful^ 
Over iiie peaceful^ 
All around me paaceful-^ 
Peaceful voice 
Whan ho neighs 
I am Everlasting and 
Peaceful n 

I stand for my horse J' 



MTH OF THE MOUNTAINTOP WAY, 



Kiat flowing water! Emt flowing water I My mind wanders acroee it. 
^at broad water! That flowing water! My mind wanders across it. 
Ihat old age water! That flowing water! My mind wanders across it. 

CHANT, mm THEY SAW EACH OTHER, ORIGIN LEGEmi 

The earth is looking at mej' it is looking up at me; 

li I am looking down at it^ 

I, I am happy, he is looking at me! 

1, I am happy. I am looking at him^ 

The sun is looking at me; it is looking down at me; 

I, I am looking up at it^ 

I, I am happy, it is looking at me; 

Ii 1 am happy, I am looking at it. 



DAYLIGHT SONG 

He has a voice ^ he has a voice. 

Just at daylight the Mountain Bluebird calls. 

Tlie blue bird has a voice. 

He has a voice ^ his voice melodious, 

His voice melodious, that flows in gladness. 

The bluebird calls , the bluebird calls a 



EKLC 



Walking down a path 

Waiking in peace 

Walking in ease; 

All the little aninials... 

Clean j pure v/at&r 

Cool, fresh air; 

All the pratty flowers 

And a thousand trees; 

Just mother nature and mB^ 

by Daniol VaiiFleet 



LIFE 

Livings, Dying 
Laug;:ing, Crying 
Loving, Hating 
Failing, Trying 
Hope, Despair 
^ Selfish^ Share 
Good, Bad ^ 
Apathy, Care 
Sweet, Bitter 
PeaGe, War 
Watch the score ^ 

by Danisl VanPleet 



NAMINQ THINaS 
You name things 

in order that you may know them. 
The mountain. Look, that mountain, 
it is black. 

That IS Black Mountain, my son. 
That is Black Mountain, my brother^ 
The rocks. Look, the rocks, 
they are red. 

A lasting- red stone color, 
millions of years old, 
no one for^ ets their namsp 
Black Mountain^ 
Red Hocks. 



by Simon Ortig 



BLE3aiNG 



You open your face« 

The rain falls on it. 

Elasa these streets. . these buildings 

Bless these peoplei, these cars^ 

Bless these lights, these v/ordsa 

Bless this outside, Bl@s& this insid 

Bless uss 

by Simon Ortiz 



GRAY 

The color of the sky on ■ 
A rainy day, 

Gray 5 a very uriiappy feeling. 
Gray, a tiny little donkoy. ' 
Gray hair of my grandfather. 
Gray straightness of a sldevvalk. 
Gray, the color of smoke. 
Gray, the misty fog of a marshland. 

by Ernest Haven 

Dark brown Navajo^ 

Worker of tui-quoise, silver. 

Herds flocks of sheep. 

by Donald Badoni 

The sheep wandering 

About looking for grasses^ 

V/anders all day long. 

Stops long enough to chew on dry. 

Grasseaa Goes v/andering again ^ 

by Terrence Begay 

My horse galloping. 

The sound of thunder hoof 

Coming tov/ards home. 



by Alice Evans 



THE HISTORY OF GOOD FUR KOBE 

that in th© long tima ago, 
. our peopX© came from the Und^rldnd 
Gpod Fur Hobe v/as the leader then 
and teacher v/ith brother and sister* 
To make the people at one 
and crops to grov/| 
they taught us Rites 
Cv/hen all things stand together) . 
■'Hold yourself up now," he said, 
It being, you know ^ his pleasure 
to see the pc-ople in a good way. 

We Journe;/ again 

and like the ancient on©© 

v/e leave what cannot be carried in our hearts* 

And though in this ^^;ay much is lost^ 

as the song says, 

"We are simply on the earth , " 

my brothers, *'need we be afraid?'* 

by Vance Qoodiron 
November, I968 

My dear grandmother 

1 can hctar her axe talking 

In the dawn morning 

by Archie Washburne 



HOME 

HomQ is v^here the heart is 

Where w© vi^.^re born and grew up. 

A nice warm place « 

We go far away from it^ 

We never leave it for sure. 

by Lee Bahe 



THIN POEM 

Skinny 
me n 
So 

Thin. 
Food, 
Food , 
1 cry • 



THIN POEM Cont'd. 



* ■ daily ^ 

like 

a. 

harp ^ 
My 

knees 

like 

a 

cup e 

The 

v/ind 

mocked 

as 

It 

blew 
rne 

back 
and 
forth. 
Help I 

by Betty Chasa 

Old .reservafcion 

Most beautiful land known 

Red z^ocks standing tall. 

Hiding small animalet. 

Holding up brown ©aglets nest. 

by Lorraine Cody 

Houses 

Round, square^ 

With happy folk insid©* 

Sharing their love with each other 

Houae^ 

by Bessie Ya^^le 



THE ANSWER 

I spoke to the buffalo 

I prayed to the sun ^ 

And th© miundarbird answered* 

I erawled for drops of water 
and hunger stole my mind 
The Thunderbird answered e 



Tm ANSWER Cont'd. 



A v/ise-irian came upon me 
and gave me a helping huid 
The Thunder"bird a'.iswered. 



by Floyd K* Oliver - (Rosebud Sioux) 
I am happy ■ 

for I ain ' : 

what the great- ones 
thought would die 

by Sea=riower 

What do 1 hear? 
Drums? 

\Vhat do I hear? 
Songs? 

Ifeat do 1 hear? 

Is it iny peopli 

so loud and , clear . . 

who have gathered here 

from far and near 

to decide what our children 

will Itarn and speak? 

mi 

by Martha West 



BEIi.G I . IAN 13 

By Reuben Snake 



Beinf5 Indipn is hrving ovor 700,000 brcthers end sisters! 

Being Ir^isn is feoling Orey X.clf, Thunder Chierj Smoke l.alker are Wore beau- 

tiful names than Smithy Jonas, . Droim cr Johnson, 
Beinc Indian is v/rtchinc Jchn l.nynu \/hip 50 of yaur kind viith e single shot 

pistol nnd e rusty pccket l,nife on thy lata slicv/,. 
BeinfT Indian Is hovin|T ct least ti dc^.en nd.sslcneriQs from 12 different faithB 

ti^inf; to srve ycur heathen scul overy yerr. 
Being Indian is fif;hting \ ith the U.S. Arniy tc sp.vq ycur country frcr.i the evils 

of ccmj lUtiism t-nd pgpinst Lhe U.,s. Army on ycur ruocrvrticn to ksBp the 

Corps or Enginoers from ptQalir.fi pU of ycur land. 
Being Indian is oijning Icind ond net beinfl able tc rent, lease, sell or even 

ff^rm it yciirself v.'ithout BIA afiproval. 
Being Indian is hoving every third person ycu meet tell ycu about his great 

grandmother v/ho vms a real Chc::'okoo prlncoas. 
Being Indinn is hrving 9 cut of 10 people toll you how great they believe 

Jim Thorpe, Squanto, Tonto, and Little Doavor ore. 
Being Indian is belonning to a pr-rticulrr tribe that is the best of the 300 

or fi.oro thrt still exist. 

Being Indian is being broke ell summer because ycu try tc make every low-Low 
a round . . 

Being Indlsn is having the nraatest grandparents in the v/orld. 

Being Indian is "grpduating" from a rfiservation sciool and not being able to 

read an 8th grade English book f rem ycur v/hi to urban friend's school. 
Being Indian is loving "frybrofld" and corn scup. 

Being Indian is having at least one alcoholic relative put the touch cn ycu 
once a day. 

Being Indian is h ving high salaried BIA, PHS, GEC, Iffib, and DCL white-collar 
bureaucrats tell j^cu hov much money is being s pent on Indians these days.' 

Being Indian is having ycur teenafs child ccme heme frcm school and ask ycu ..- 
about ;'the strange beliefs" of Inuiens that her/his teaGher mentioned in 
schccl tcday* 

Being Indian is waiting ■(impstiontly) for the novf Tecumseh, Cseeolaj Craay 

Horse, and neroniiuo tt iippear. 
Doing Indain is missino I'crk at least t\/o days a j,.onth bocauao so many of ycur 

friends and relatives are dying. 
Being Indian is living cn borrov/ed tiiiS after ycur 44th birthday. 
Being Indian is h,nving ycur all Indian school team playing against ? men on the 

brskebball court, 15 men cn the football field, and 12 men cn the baseball 

diamond, 

Boing Indirn is listening to all Lhu mli.dlo class Tontos and Uncle Tomahawks 

tell ycu, we must uc things Lhe "Americen '.ay". 
Being Indian is xratching ycur daughter give away her cnly pair of overshoos tt 

her friend becauEje she only has tc vjalk six blocks to school and her friend 

livoe in the eeuni.ry, 

Seing Indian is having; white do-gooders continue to do for you instead of with 
you, • 

3eing Indian is novesr making qiSsek evaluations cf pecple, but reserving Judge- 
ment until their acticns shcv/ what kind of people they really are. 

Being Indian is feeding anyone and everyone v/ho comes to ycur door hungry, with 
whatever ycu have. \ 

Jeing Indian is feeling iiis strreo of all the "i/hiteye" in any public nlaoe vou 
V'"""^ Into. - 

ERIC 



I KNOW, I KNOW 

THE CROV/ corns EVERYDAY TO TELL THE OWL 

of the steel tooth eatara appetite 

FOR HOLLOW TREES AND TIffi LIKE 

and patiently the ov;! listens 

Atm DOLEFULLY REPLIES , ■ 

I knov/ 

I kriov/ 

X kiiov/ 

I KNOW 

by Philip Sultz 

PLA3T1C PARIS INDIANS 

^ 1 wr,s s-'-t into the city by the man from BIA 

What I saw there wasn't pretty, so I'm going home today, 

I went into a fancy otor« to get out of the cold, 

And what I aaw while I was there^ is something to behold | 

Plastic Paris Indians in every store I saw, 

What they will do for money should be against the law. 

I got into Chicago and looked around their stores 

Their Indian clothes anrioyed my nose — I had to go outdoors „ 

Italian Indian suadas and Italian mocoaains. 

The descendants of Columbus are. out to get our skins. 

Plastic Paria Indiana, how many fall for you? 

And what a waste of money for something that ain't true. 

Standing in their window was a plastic Indian maid 
Holding up an ear of corn and catering to the trade. 
A few years back in time -= it waan • t back too far — 
I saw that Indian once before with a handful of cigars. 

Plastic Paris Indians, you hurt ray heart so bad 
To see my tribal cororB so easy to be had. 

Therich a-d white old ladles stood by the Indian maid 

Their wrinkles under warpaint, their fat beneath the suede, 

I said to them, "I'm Indian ™ I'm proud I'm Indian too." 

They cal.ed a guard who threw me out like an old bov^ of corn stew. 

Plastic Paris Indians, you're like the BIA ■— 

You aell our oouli for money, you throw our lives away'. 

When I think_ of what ia wasted on that Plastic Paris stuff ' 

^ iL^f ^^^^l didn't have enough. 

V/e bougnt our water in barrela. Thay waste it here like hell 

If they really want to be like us, they should live Uke ua well. 



ERIC 



PLASTIC PAHIS INDIANS Cont'd. 

Plastic Paris Indians — just what have you gone through 
x_o earn your right to be Indian? " " 

Your clothea ^re as fake as you. 

by Robert Bacon 



IffiTIS 

My haxr is straight and black, 
my skin is light 

my eyes of jade and my cheekbones high. 

My facQ a reminder of pest times 
v/hen a people v/as forgotten 
and treaties ■ signed ^ 

Of times nov/ 

when my people are crying 
because of hate 

Of times then 

v/hen tv/o people lived 

in spit# of hate« 

Of times irhen 

v/hen two people loved 

v/ithout fear or guilts 

Of times then 
when two people died 
leaving behind nothing 
but I, 

by Martha West 

RUSHMORE/CRAZY HORSE 

Four faces — v/ho are they? 

ThesQ four faces on our sacred land — 

Sitting Bull? 

Crasy Horse? 

Gall? 

Rod Cloud? 

Pa ^upa — \/ho are they? 

No these are four white faces 
In the Black Hills. ' 
Would you aarvc images 
On your mother's womb? 



ERLC 



HUSHMORE/GRAZY HORSE Cont'd^ 



And yet 

You 1st 

Them do it to our mother^ 

Four v/hite faces 

and maiiy red faces 

On Eushmor^s ^ — 

Indian songs on their lips« ' 

Indian pride in their hearts. 

V/hile the white heart 

Remaina of stone ^ 

And the stone faces of the white tourist 
Look up 

To th© four stone faces 

Looking down, 

Crying tears of stone 

For the people it dispossessed. 

by Robert Bacon 



ALASKA '70 

the icy creek is singing 

in tune v/ith the northern lights — 

in a blue tent 

we are alone within the 

mountain^ 3 heart. 

^ by Deniee Lassaw 



NIGHT FALL 

I didn't see 

the dark come dov/n 

it fell so fast 

around the tov^n 

so suddenly 

I didn' t see 

f 

All th$ night 
started v/hi sparing 
and 1 felt the brush 
of a moth ' s wing 
soft, little and light 
in the night 

I sat alone 
with the night-eound 
and the moon half-out 
^d the dew around 



NIGHj.^ fall Cont'd^ 



on gz^asa and stone 
I sat alone 

I never knev/ 

the night before 

I knew the day ' 

I saiv it more ■ 

Z like night , too 

I nevar knaw 

by Cecelia Hollow Horn Beaar ^ (Rosebud Sioux) 

SOfffiONE I LOVE 

She gave me all she had . . 

V/hen she had something to 

give . 

Someday she will die 

I'll try not to cry. 

But deep inside 

I won't know how to go on; 

For she made me 

V/hat I ani^ 

She was there 

V/hen I needed her the 

most 

V/lien r ha.d problems, 

I turned to her' 

1 helped her all I could. 

No one seems to care . 
About her and she knows. 

I get so mad sometimes " 

Because they don^t stop 

To ask hov/ she is doing, 

They never Have the time. 

if she ever told me to do 

Anything that v/aa 

imposslbl© 

I would make it possible 
Because I love my great- 
grandmother 

More than anything or " 
anyone 

Other than God^ - 

I won't cry v/hen she di^s ^ 
I knov/_sh©'ll be happy 
And would want me to be^ 



by A senior classman - (Eosebud Sioux) 



JUST TAK3 A LOOK... 

Listeri people and listen well ^ 
To my thou^ts that I v;±ll tell 
Especially you v/iio are in High Office 
^md you v/ho have never^ iie'v^ex* noticed 
Why do you send thi ng£s to faraway lands 
When ther*© are p^.:^ox' people close at hand 
Wa ovv^ned this land for years and years 
We roamed ,thle land for thousands of years 
You say that this is a thriving nation 
Just take a good looic at our reservations 
You tallc real loud about v/6rld peace 
V^hile in this nation there is too much griaf 
You came here for Freedom of Heliglon 
Tell me what happened to our Religiona 
You brought your cultures to this land 
And now ' our culture hardly stands 
; You camp? and got rich on our land 
You tried to exterminate us from our land 
The great spirit he understands 
He - s the one v/ho helps u^ stand 
You say that this /±s a thriving nation " 
Just take a good look at our reservations 
You say that this is a thriving nation 
Just take a good look at our reservatione ^ 

by Larry Stabbed- 



LITTLE INDIANS S^/iK 

People said ^ ''Indian children are 
Don;t Gxpect them to talk.'V 
One day stubbj^ little Hay said , 
-'Last night the moon v/ent all the 
When I v;ent out to v/alk^ 

People said ^ ^'Indian children are very silent* 

Their only v/ords are no and yes«'' 

But small, ragged Pansy confided softly , 

''My dress is old, but at night the moon is kind| 

Then I woar a beautiful moon-colored dress.'* 

People said, '^Indian children are dumb/ 
They seldom mako a reply^^' 
Clearly I hear v/ae Delores answer^ 

'^'Yes, the aun^jGt is so good. I think Qod is throwing 
A bright shawl around the shoulders of the sky ^ 

People said, ^Mndian children have no affeotion. 

They Just don't care for anyone^'' . 

Then 1 feel Ramon*© tiny hand and hear him whisper, : 

ERIC", . . _ : 



hard to teach^ 
way with me , 



LITTLE INDIANS SPEAK Cont'd. 

''A v/±ld animal races in me s±ncm my motlie^ sleep 

under tile = gr^ound ^ 
V/ill it alv/ays run and run?'' 

People said, ''Indian childrsn are i^ude^ 

They do not seem very bright ^ '' 

Then I ramember Jo© Henry's remarlc , 

*'The tree Is hanging dov/n liar head because the 

^un is staring at her^ White people always stare,. 
They do not know it is not polite^-' 

People said ^ --Indian children nevar take you in* 
Outside their thouslits you ' 13^ ^ilwt.ys staiid * ^- 
X have forgotten the idle v/ords ^^uiat People said, 
But treasure the day v/hen i.^on doc^ sv/ung wide. 
And I slipped into the heart of Pim&. l-uid* 

by Juanit^ Bell 

If light ^ Were dark 

And dark were light 

Tlie moon a hole 

In the blase of night ^ 

A raven ^ s wi ng 

As bright as tin ~ 

Then you my friend 

V/ould be biaclc as sln^ 

by Raymond Montoya, Jr* 

"Mi AT IS THIS UPON MY LAND?" 

. Was it yesterday, 

That man reached the moono 

Is it tod^r he stands upon its surface^ 

You marvel that man travels so far ^ so fast^ 

If they have .traveled far 

Then I hav© traveled fai^ther ^ ^ « 

If they have traveled fast 

Then I have traveled faster^ . \ 

For I v/as born a thbusand years ago 
tfy life style unique .beautiful ^ 
But v/ithin half a lifetime 
I was flung across the agese 
From bov/s and arrov/s to ato 
Xm bl distance far beyond 

A flight to th© moone ' 



•'V/HAT IS THXS UPON LAND?'^ Canted 



X v/as born when people loved all natures 
And spoke to It as though it listened^ 

When I v/as youxiQ 

I remambei- a clear river ^ good to djrink. 
l#ien I was young . ^ . ' 

I r^ernamba^* a cloar sky ^ good to breathe 
Beautiful to look upon^ 
V/h©n I v/as young 

I can remember an ©arly morning 
Watching the eunlight firee . 
'Dance upon the mountains^ 

I call ram^i-mbor an uncharged earth ^ 
A ll singins a song of thanks 
For an. 1 this beauty^ . . 
Singing £50 very very softly^ 

Suddenly, strangers came^ 

Then more and more and more ^ ^ ^ 

Like a crushing rushing wave they came^ 

Hurling the years aside ^ 

Suddenly I find myself a young man 
In the midat of the twentieth century^ 
I find myself .and my people 

Adrift in tViia nev/ age 

But no-!' a p^rt of it« ; 

Engulfed by ita rushing tide ^ 

But only as a captive eddy , 

Going round. . .and round. ^ ^and around. 

On tiny plots of land 

We float in si kind of unreality. 

Uncertain of our* grip upon the present 

V/eak in our hopes for the future* 



Wc- know full well the stories of our people 
As they lived in the old life ' ^ 

The grand old stories of our people.. . 
When there vms ^ dignity ^ 
A feeling of v/orth^.„' 
Unspoken confidence 

And certain knov^ledg© of the paths 
Thay i^alked upon. 

Let nonfej forget . . 

W© are a people with special rights 
auaranteed to us by promises... 
Treaties.* 



'^mAT IS THIS UPON MY MND?^^ Cont^d, 



V/e did not beg for these rights 

Wg do not thank you that we have them^ 

We have paid for them 

With our lives, our dignity , our self respect. 
Shall v/e rernain today 
A beaten races = » 
Impoverished, conquared? 

by LeBoy B. Selam 



THE ^L4N FROM WASHINGTON ^ ^ 

The end caiiiQ easy for. most of us a 

Packed away in our crude beginnings 

in eome far corner of a flat world, 

v/e didn't expect much more ° 

than f irev/ood and buffalo robes 

to keep us v/arrTi^ The man came down^ 

a slouching dwarf with rainwater eyes, 

and spoke to us^ He promised 

that life v/ould go on as usual ^ 

that troaties would be signed ^ and everyon© — - 
man, woman and child — woiad be iftnoculated 
against a v/orld in whiah we had no part, 
a world of wealth, promise and fabulous disaaae a 

by James Welch (Blackf eet-Gros Ventre) 



DIEECTION ' 

1 v/as directed by my grandfather 
To the East, " 

so I might have the power of the bear* 
To the South, 

so I might have the courage of the eaalei 
To the West, ^ . ' " 

so I might have the wisdom of the ov/li 
To the North, 

so I might have the craftiness of the fox 
To tha Earth J 

so I might receive her fruit | 
To the Sky, 

so I might lead a life of innocenGe« 



- by Alonzo Lopez (Papago) 



iliis summer I £;hall " ' . 

Return to our Longhouse, 
Hide beneath a I'eatLc^red hat. 
And become an Old Ii.m« 

t/ Phil George (Ngz Perce) 

ONCE AaAIN 

Lot go of the present and deaths 
Go to the place nearest the stars, 
gather tv/igs, logS| 
build a small fire, 
a huge angry fire« 

Gather nature ^ s skin, n 

f s 

v/et it, stretch it^ 
make a hard drum 5 
fill it with watei^ 
to mufflo the sounds 

Gather dry leaves, herbs ^ 

feed into the fire. 

Let the smoke rir^; 

up to the dark sky, 

to the roundness of the sun^ 

Moiaten your lips , 

loosen your tongue, 

let the chant echo 

from deaert , to valley , to peak — 

v/herever your home be = 

Semember the amoke, 

the chants, the drums, 

the stick Brand father held 

as he spoke in the dark 

of the ppVJer of his fathers? 

Gather your memories 

into a basket^ into a- pot, 

into your cornhusk bag, and 

grandfather ia alive 

f Oi- us to see once again^ , 

by Lis Sohappy (Yakima) 



LONELINESS 

LonelineGS =ia being alone. 
Thinking of sad things you did. 
Maybe you upset someone you.love^ 
Maybe you v/ere left behind. 
Loneliness is being left alone in 
A place you^ve never been before^ 
Living v/ith people you^ve never 
Met, sent to a nev/^ unknown schools 
Loneliness is getting into trouble 
yjhBTQ everyone is against you. 
Loneliness is being away from the 
Love of your mother, father , sister 
Brother^ 

Lonelinosa is being mad v^/ith 
Yourself. 

by Ray Blackwater 



CLASS HOUR 

Mean teacher standing 
Not even a sound bting made 
Students 5 tired of sitting^ 
Looking at the lasy clock, 
Wish the period would end now* 

by Tom Yellowman 

Looking sad and lost 

% mother stands at the door 

While I am leavings 

by Lee Bahe 

HOMBCOMING 

With tears in their eyes. 

And big smiles on their faces, 

Happy are my parantso 



by Lorraine Cody 



YESTSmAY 



Yestard^ you murdered to take our land^ 
Today you^ve changed your tactics 
you smile, talk in big words, then 
bring out a piece of paper^ 

Ihat's really a change from yesterday, len^t it?" 
NO DEALi 

The l^d is ours; we will not sign. 

You ask us to put out a dollar sipi 

before the lives you've taken, the years of 

starvation^ sickness and oppression we've bean through? 

Can your bill of sale promise us change? 

You ask us to put a dollar si^ on the deaths of all... 

on the deaths of all our people 

and. our way of life before you cam©? 

NO THANKS I 

We won^t sell the only thing that we have left. 
You may resort to yesterday *s tactics | 
yesterday we didn't know what you wanted. 
Now we do , and we are ready — 

NOW SMILE r 

by June Leivas 
Chamehuevl Newsletter 

Vflio will sing the sun's song now 
in the medicine lodge 
who will east the bones 
, from the yellow bag 
who will read the secrete 
of the smoke 

and the seed talk of the rattling gourd 
in the white nights 
now that h© is gone 

by Ben Benson 



IF I DH IN .VISTNAM 

If 1 die in Vietnam, 

Take me back where I came from 

And lay me in the soil 

niere, upon some mountain high 

Where I can feel the cool winds blow 




IF I DIE IN VIETNAM Cofit'd. 



the cool^ clean fresh winds blov/ 
The sun and rain and snov; 
Forever on my face« 
Take me there if I must dlt^ 

If I die in Vietnajn^ 
Take me back where I cajne from. 
Nevermore to make a stand 
Hare in thia war-torn land. 
Where evei^^. man's slave 
To Death's eternal grave ^ 
Take me back where I came from 
And lay me in God's hand. 

If I die in Vietnam 

Tak^ me back where I came from. 

To American 5 that was once beautifia, 

To America that v/as once f-r-a-e^ 

For I have done my share 

and hope some day 

The protected will have a taste of 
Freedom, 



by L/Cpl Humphrey 
In Vietnam 



My eyea are blue, my skin is light f 

I can't be an Indian ^ cause I don't look right- 

I don't know if I'm red or white, 

But one thing's surei I never feel right. 

I got no i^apers to prove what I'm sayings 

So my Indian blood is av/ful hard to explain. 

V/hen J try to tell it and make it plain. 

Everybody reaches for the salt and takes another grain ^ 

Thm government don't consider me 

In anything they do, 

Ihey don ^t want another Indian^ 

So what am I supposed to do? . 

And when I talk to Indians about my need to identify - 
They just act funny and give me the old fish eye, 
I'm more like the Indians, and they think that's wist, 
But they don't quite trust my big blue eyes. 

My kin say they are white, but they know it^s not true 
. And they are all embarrassed ^oause of the I do/. ' 

I tried to be like them, but I guess I never will* 
r^n^^" ^® there's a lot more to life than another dollar bill. 



Cont'd. 



My outlook on life don^t cori'-espond to white j 

So it stands to reason I can't be right 

Since I can^t be Indian, at least not quite, 

I've got a lot of problerns , 'cause I know l^m not white ^ 

I was in the Army onca^ and to my surpi^lse, 
Thay called me Tonto-with-the^-Big Blue^Eyes, 
Crasy Indian described me and my class. 

But it got even worse and they called us blanket ( Indians) . 

I don^t know what to do to make things right, 
But life's sure unconuy botween red and white* 

by Bob Christian 



THE NOT OVER YEI 

Though countless bodies of dead 
lay behind us, and rivera no more 
carry the blood the warrdors 
and soldiers of battle, 

. the trees still v/hisper the last words 
of each dying man^ 

Though the war danca has stopped 
and the quick ^ sure^footad braves 
no longer dance, and Time has covered 
the traces of the horses on the battlefield 
the marGhing feet can still be heard ^ 

Though no bodies of warrior, nor soldier^ 
lie twisted and torn, and no expressions 
or moans of agony are seen or heard ^ 
and the bugles no more sound the attack, 
and the battle cry has not been heard 

the wind still relays the massage 

of ttie drumbeats. 

^ough no thundersticks sound 
and no cannon.'s roar, and the smoke 
has long since cleared on the battlefield 
the low murmur of the torn toms 
goes on and on, and each star in the 
heavens takes life from these brave 
warriors of battle. 



/ 



THE BATTLERS NOT OVER TOT Cont'd. 

Though the places of battle still lie 
in the sun, and no trace of war remains^ 
thou^i all the sounds of war are all unheard 

the battlers raging still, loudly 

yet silently. Not killings yet 

killing, too ^ 

Each time 1 look into the setting sun^ 
I know that victory* s yet to come 5 
And justice v;ill be done 
V/hen the last battle has been won« 

by June Leivas 

from the Oheniehuevi Newslatt#r 

ALOATRAZ.... LIVES! ■ 

You say they're gone???? 

All taken off. n . 
all pushed off. . ^ 
all pulled off. . . 
all ripped off^^^ 

You say they ^ re gone???? 

Listen then, listen long — 

Hear that laughter^ a ^ 
Hear that cry^.^ 
Hear that child. 
Hear that prayer... 

Listen then, listen long^ 

The winds carry their songs 
The sun carries their warrnth 
The winds carry their songs 
The grass whispers their words ^ 

. You say they ^ re gone???? 

Listen^ ^ .whiteman^ ^ . 
Listen longp 



EKLC 



by HaiHtti PaWo PaWo 



Eed/White — and blue 



X met a pretty city girl Indian, sha said,. 

She said she'd heard of Custer and sho knew her skin was red. 

Hut ouuside of those facte and inside of her mind 

She wasn't sure just v/ho ahe was or what she'd left behind. 

She didn't know her tribe; she didn't know her land =^ 
/ux she knew was welfare and the charity helpinf-hand . 
bhe must have had soine pride, but it was deep within 
Beaten down by foster homes that tried to change her skin. 

They tried to make her "civilized" ^= they made her i.hite instead. 
She laughed away tneir insults, but she cried herself to bed. 

my did you do this to me? she cried in outraged shame. 

loix took away my parents and you took away my name i " 

||you forced me into poverty, then said I was to blame 
Cause my father drank your white man's wine and mother took his name 
Exeir land was taken from them" their home, their pride, a^l me! 
How can you claim to judge them and put your claim on me?" 

nt ^^J'" ,f tearful pain, I run out of ^the room. 

"I'll stL stay this afternoon." 

I 11 stay, okay, but when I leave I won't be gaing home. 
I have no home in this town; I'll go ray way alone." 

Another Indian seeing red; another leaving town. 
Im free and red" to me she said, "No whites can tie me down. 

back upon my mother earth, beneath my father sky. 
I m back where I belong now, back where my people died." 

Red and white and blue, and searching for a home 
searching for a way of life that white has left alone. 
I wish them that they find it{ I hope they find that place 
I wish they'd take me with them back to the human racer 

by Bobert Bacon 



RED EAGLE 

P.tt'd Eaglo , 

Cold, dead, noble, Red Eaglis, 

Tomorrow thoy v/ill bury you in Black Hill, 

They think you havt; left me forever. 
When I grovj lonely for you 
I v/ill walk into the night 
aiid listen to your brother, the wind. 
Hrt v;ill ttll me if you want me„ 
I V/ill follow tho path through the forest 
upon v/hich your moccasinB 
have trod so many times, 
I v/ill hear the night sounds you 

have told m© about. 
I will v;alk into the valley of Minnelosa, 

the av/aot grass s 
In the v/hit© moon-lisht I will pray, 
I will pray to the spirits 
and they will speak to me 
aa they have spoken to you before. 
Then I will touch your tree and you 

v/ill softly v/h.Lspor to mQ. 
From the v/ind , from the night, from the tree, 

from tho sweet g rsss , 
You will whisper to m^:', 
Red Eagle, Red Ea«l.- 
Upon the mount aiix* 

by Janet Campbell CCoeur d'Al« 



^le deafening tic-tic-tic of the clock, 

L'he thunder of my own thoughts rumble 'round 

The dark room crowding its silanc© in upon me. 

Where are my friends? V/hat is there^to do? 

The slow Bteady pounding of my lonesome heart, 

The never-ending thurap=thump-thump of my pulse 

Against a wet pillow, the only living sounds to listen tol 

Visions drift slowly past my eyes... 

Viaionfi of acarred, aontorted trees standing In barren, 

. ^' . ' desolate fields... 

Visions of soln.te.ry children standing in deserted alleys 
With tears washing clean rivulets down their dirty faoee.-- 
Visions of old men, old women, dying vsfith hopelessness 
And_ agony twistsd into their aged maske of death„. 
Viaiona of neglected torabstoneB crumbling by 
Abandoned churches, Oh God! 
Where are my friends? 
Someone, pleaso come and talk to me ! 



by Loyal Shegonee (Potawatomi) 



THIS IS A SIGN 



thori; io dew on the grass 
this is a sign 

th© ^dga of the sky is v/hite 
this is a si^i 

the sun is dust red coming up 
this is a sign 

then the morning comeB 
and the sun burns brighter 
lines of little clouds rise 
out of the earths edge 
this too is a sign 

nov/ we v/ait in the dry grasa 
now v/e v/ait in the hot sand 
. ^ my sheep my dogs and i 
watching the sky 

the signs teai rain 

but the signs have told rain before 
and there has been no rain 

the bellies of the shiep are thin 
my eyes go blind 
the dogs are dyings ' 

by Norman H. Russell (Cherokee) 

INDIAN LOVE LETTER 

Lady of the crescent moon 
toni^t I look at the mky 
You are not there 
You are not mad at me^ are you? 
^•You are angry at the people i 
Yes, I knowj* 

they are changing 

be not too hard 
If you were taken to 
the miEsion school ^ 
not because you wanted ^ 
but somoone thought it best for you 
you too would change^ 

They came out of nov/here 
telling us how to eat our food 
how to build our homes 

how to plant our crops « . , 

Need I say more of what they did? 
^ All is new ™ the old ways are nothing. 

ERIC 



